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Pastel Ribbons 
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The dress sat on my bed, and | looked at it with a crestfallen expression It was pretty enough, but | didn't 
want anything to do with it. At all. The pastel pink ribbon wrapped around the white material glistened as the 
sun hit it, and | was a little entranced, but when | wrapped my head about the reality of the situation, | 
cringed, picking it up and holding it away from me. 


| didn't care what my dad said. | didn't care what happened to me. | wasn't wearing that thing. 


| threw the thing in the back of my cupboard, and instead pulled out a pair of jeans and a loose fitting shirt | 
got given by one of my friends. | looked at myself in the mirror as | took off my tank top and the shorts | 
woke up in. | hated everything about myself, but fuck was | glad that | wasn't built like the girls at my school. 
Thank fucking God. 


| could fit in. 


It wasn't that | thought | was fat. It wasn't that | thought | was ugly. | was just.. Born.. Wrong. | didn't feel like 
those girls. | didn't feel like a girl. No. | hated everything to do the feeling of girlhood for myself personally. 


Walking outside of my house, | prepared myself to be stopped by my mother, who had to listen to whatever 
my dad said, and he said | was to wear my dress today. She took one look at me, gave me a somewhat 
sympathetic look, but otherwise pretended not to see me, and | ran out of the house as fast as | could, 
hopping onto my bike and peddling down the street. 


Getting off my bike when | arrived, | brushed my curly black hair out of my face, rubbing my tanned arm a 
little awkwardly as the boys watched me. | could never be sure. They knew. They knew about me. But -- | 
didn't know who | could trust. 


| took a breath, waving at them and smiling a little timidly, more then self conscious about my teeth. They 


smiled back, approaching me a little. 
The boy who appeared to be the ‘leader’ grinned, clapping my shoulder as he laughed. 


"Hey Kirk! Nice of you to join us!" 


Showers 
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"Kirk!" The voice of the frontman called out, and smaller figure poked his head up from the couch, looking at 


James inquisitively. 
"Yeah James..?" He asked, voice meek and quiet as he cleared it to get the edge he wanted to it. 
"| was wondering if you were gonna have a shower soon.. You've been sittin’ there stinking for a while." 


It was true. Kirk had been sitting on the benches backstage for about 20 minutes, waiting for Lars, Cliff and 


James to have their showers. He'd rather have one after them then risk having one beforehand. 
"| will. Later though. You guys go ahead." 
A moan was heard from the showers. 


"Lars is already there." James began with a shrug. "C'mon, the tarts are there to help." He laughed, and Kirk 
blushed. 


"Nah... | better not.." He mumbled, and James scrunched up his face in thought. 


"Man. You always turn that down." The blonde sighed, running his fingers through his fluffy hair and throwing 


his towel over his shoulder. 


Shrugging once more, James walked towards the shower, and Kirk gazed over the tanned skin of James’ back, 


wetting his lips a little. 


He never had any attraction to James at all, not in the crush sense, but Kirk definitely had to admit he was 
cute. Anyone had to. James Hetfield was really nice to look at. So was Lars, in a gross way. Cliff -- Well, he 


was too. But Kirk liked to think of the bassist as more his.. Guardian He hoped that was reciprocated. 


The guitarist listened to the moans of the others as the girls in the showers worked their magic, and he 


blushed vividly, letting his imagination run wild at the thought. The guys' faces as those girls sucked their 


dicks, and pleasured them. Their moans and groans as they got their after-show reward. 


He let it branch off even further. Instead of imagining James, Lars and Cliff with those girls, he imagined 
himself. 


Oh, how amazing itd feel. How he craved it. 
A few tears burned in his eyes when he realised that that just simply couldn't work. No. There was no way. 


When the guys were done, Kirk ran to the showers straight away, stripping off completely and turning the 


taps on 


After giving it a minute for the water to wash anything that the guys may have missed down the drain, he 
stepped under the water, letting the droplets run over his body. 


A small sigh left the guitarists lips, and as his curly hair lay flat against his skin, he rested his back against 
the wall, dragging the bar of soap on the rack across his body, stopping just short above his hips. 


God.. How he hated this part. He hated it with a passion, but of course, it had to be done. 


He washed the rest of himself and stepped out, wrapping a towel around his body, up above his chest and all, 
before making his way to his clothes. 


Kirk picked up underwear, first off; a pair of black briefs that looked just masculine enough to pass as a guy's 
pair. just before he could drop the towel and get changed, however, he heard the low whistling of a particular 


bassist, which was cut short when he came across his smaller friend. 


"Kirk." Cliff mumbled, and realising the towel was still hitched up too high, Kirk loosened it to sit around his 
hips instead. 


Walking around shirtless was something he'd grown accustomed too. Luckily for him, he was basically cutting 


board flat. 

"Y-Yeah Cliff?" Kirk exclaimed as he spun around to face the bassist, grinning nervously at him. 

The taller sighed, walking straight passed him as he shook his head. 

Kirk bit his lip, shimmying into his underwear, then into his jeans, and finally, he threw a shirt over the top. 
Cliff stood up to leave, and Kirk cocked his head. 


"Whatd'you need Cliff..2" The shorter of the two asked, and the other sighed. 


"Nothing, just.. Just know you can come to me if you need anything, okay? Really...” 


As he left, Kirk stood there, a little confused, a little nervous, a little appreciative, and as he walked out of the 
bathrooms, he mulled the whole thing over. 


Bumping into Lars, he smiled. 

"Hey Kirk," The Dane started. "Why didn't you join us with those hot girls?" He asked. Kirk shrugged. 
"Didn't feel like it." 

Lars groaned. 

"You never feel like it Kirk, come on! Live a little!" 

The guitarist grimaced at the other. 

"Fuck off Lars, just.. Just leave me alone." 

And with that, he stormed off. 

Fucking ignorant idiot drummer. 


How was he meant to keep doing this, really? 


H's 3 in the Morning and | Can't Sleep 
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He was recruited into Metallica the very day Dave Mustaine was fired. Kirk always felt a little bit.. Out of 
place.. In the metal community, which was dominated by these macho men, and here he was. Definitely not 


macho. Some days he thought, not even a man. 
Those days were some of the worst. 


Still, leaving Exodus, the band of friends who took him in and accepted him for who he was, was a little hard. 
But to join Metallica.. This new, up and coming thrash metal band that he'd played with previously that just.. 
That just fucking captivated him.. Now that was something else, and of course, Kirk Hammett would say yes. 
And of course, Kirk Hammett would join Metallica. 


At present, little Kirk Hammett laid in his bunk on the tour bus, staring up at the one above him and mulling 
over what Cliff had said. 


‘Just know you can come fo me if you need anything, okay? Really..." 
Kirk glanced over at Cliff as he slept, and the guitarist breathed the tiniest of sighs. 


He didn't want to bother Cliff with anything. Especially not with this. What would the bassist think of him? He'd 
probably think he was a freak or something... Still.. 


It got to the point, around 3 AM, where Kirk really had to fucking piss, so getting out of bed, he made his way 
to the bus’ toilets, pressing his hands against the walls as the vehicle hit a bump in the road, before 
shimmying his shorts down his legs and seating himself up on the toilet seat. 


He tapped his fingers on his knees and thighs, doing a little mock drum performance, before flushing, washing 
his hands and wondering what to do next. He wasn't tired, but he knew that if he didn't sleep, he'd be miserable 
during the day. 


Kirk looked around, scrunching up his face as he investigated further, creeping past James and Cliff's bunks 
and stopping near his to reef through his clothes. God, he really needed to get some better fitting stuff. So 
far, all Kirk had been wearing was loose fitting shirts, skinny jeans.. 


Sure, seeing someone's dick in a photoshoot through their skinny legs wasn't always the best thing in the world 
for the guy, but Kirk kinda wished he had something to offer there. It was hard, dealing with getting the 


candids and shoots back and being able to see a few bulges here and there from James and Lars, but none 
from him. 


Of course, Cliff wore flares. They weren't nearly as tight and restricting as skinny's. 


It was hard in more ways then one, and thinking about this, Kirk let out a small laugh, snorting when he 


covered his mouth, and immediately falling silent upon realising someone had stirred. 


"H-Hey.. Whatcha doing up Kirk..?" The voice groggily asked, and the guitarist spun around to see Lars watching 


him from under his blankets. 


Kirk lowered himself onto his own bunk, back immediately twanging with discomfort as he stooped over to avoid 


hitting his head on the frame. 


"| can't sleep." Kirk answered simply, clearing his throat when he heard the ever so soft feminine edge to his 
voice, before rubbing the back of his neck. 


"Oh." Lars mumbled, still watching Kirk from his position in the bed. 


The drummer's eyes darted to the bag beside Kirk, and he pulled his brows together in an incredulous 


expression. 


"What's that?" He asked, shuffling out of bed and going through the clothes that lay, hanging half out of the 
bag and pulling out something pastel coloured. 


"What's what..2" Kirk asked, before he saw it. 
In Lars' hands was a pastel blue crop top. It wasn't decorated or anything. Flat-chested girls couldn't get 
anything nice apparently. Kirk thought that was awful. But then again, he wasn't a girl, was he? It was just a 


mere inconvenience that he had been given those types of clothes since birth. 


"0-Oh, some girl must've left that behind, and | must've picked it up." Kirk mused, trying not to let Lars know 


of any of the nervousness he was currently feeling. 

Lars looked over at Kirk skeptically. 

"Kirk, l-1 don't think I've ever seen you with a girl.. Ever." 

Kirk swallowed thickly, God, the lack of Adam's Apple really wasn't helping at all here.. 

"That's because | don't like to have sex with girls in front of everyone Lars.. It's intimate." Kirk mumbled shyly. 


Biggest lie of his life. 


If he wasn't the biggest virgin he'd ever met.. 
Lars hummed. 


"Well, whoever girl this belongs to.." He trailed off as he inspected the crop top. "Has really small tits." He let 
out a laugh. "Poor thing." 


Kirk shouldn't have cared. At all, after all, that was a good thing! But, he couldn't help but wince a little. What 


could he say.? Femininity was ingrained into him from the start as well 

"Maybe, like, you shouldn't devalue chicks down to their bra sizes, you know.. That's a bit of food for thought 
Lars." Kirk mumbled, taking the crop top in his hands and stuffing it into the deepest reaches of his bag. How'd 
it even get in there? When he was packing, he probably accidentally put it in there without realising. 

Lars frowned. 


"Kirk. What the fuck.. Just like, real lately you've been acting weird. You on your period or something?" 


And that's when he snapped. Kirk launched at Lars, pinning him to the floor and grabbing the pillow from his 
bunk, before proceeding to violently hit him with it. 


James and Cliff stirred, both of them groaning tiredly as they looked over to see what the fuck was going on, 
and climbing out of their bunks, Cliff immediately leapt to pull Kirk off of the tiny drummer, James sitting 
there and laughing groggily, no doubt confused, but enjoying the spectacle nonetheless. 

"Be more fucking respectful to people who go through that man! Jesus fuck you're an asshole!" Kirk cried out, 
and as Lars propped himself up on his elbows, he watched as Cliff dragged Kirk to the very back of the bus, 
stroking the curly haired guitarists mane before sitting him down, 


A moment of silence passed between the two as the bassist looked at Kirk sternly, mouth hidden by his balled 


fists as he rested his elbows upon his knees. 

Letting a hand run down to rub at his chin, Cliff sighed. 
"Kirk, attacking Lars wasn't a good idea." 

Kirk grunted. 

"He deserved it. He was -- He was being disrespectful." 


Cliff sighed once more. 


‘Is Lars, what can you expect. Number one, his English isn't the best so he's crude, number two, he's just -- 


Lars" 
Kirk grimaced. 


"| guess.. | just -- Why do you care so much Cliff..2" Kirk asked, and the russet haired male clicked his tongue 
against the roof of his mouth. 


"| care so much, because if we're gonna have this band working, we need to understand and respect 
eachother." He began "We need to know about eachother's issues and problems." Cliff trailed off, looking at Kirk 
knowingly, and causing the smaller guitarist to bite his lip. "And most importantly, we just need -- We need to 


trust eachother Kirk. That's important." 
Kirk stayed silent for a while, before humming along with the affirmative nod he gave in reply. 


"So, Kirk. Want to tell me..2" Cliff began, looking at Kirk with an expression of such warmth, love and kindness, 


that he'd never received or even seen before, that it made his heart melt. 


"Well, | -- I." Kirk stuttered, trying to find the right words. 20 seconds of courage, he told himself, before 
taking in a shaky breath and looking to Cliff. "l-Im transgender." He told the other, and Cliff nodded solemnly. 


"T- That means.. Well, I'm guessing you already know what it means.. But I'm biologically ---" He paused, choking 
up on the word. "Female, and l'm -- | identify as a male. | don't -- I-l've never felt female. M-My birth name 
is K-Kristen, and l'm -- | just --" The boy quivered and shook, tears welling up in his eyes, and Cliffs 
expression grew sad, yet kind, and immediately, he pulled Kirk in close to him, stroking his hair and quietly 


making a calming 'shh' sound as he did so. 


"Is okay Kirk. Im -- Thank you for telling me.. See.. Now you have one less person to hide from." He told the 
other boy his age. It was hard to believe Kirk was Cliff's age really. He seemed so much younger. 


"T-Thank you Cliff" Kirk mumbled, and Cliff sighed, wiping the tears from Kirk's face and smiling at him softly. 
"IFs okay. Now, man up," He began with a half-joking laugh, still trying to maintain his understanding nature, 
"And go to sleep! You need your energy for tomorrow.." He told the other, much like a mother would to her 


child. 


Kirk smiled, squeezing Cliff once more, before leaving the area and climbing into bed. By now, James and Lars 


were already sound asleep. 
As Kirk lay in bed, and Cliff did too, Kirk sighed. 


"Thank you Cliff." He mumbled quietly, and the bassist hummed, somewhat happily. 


"No problem Kirk" 


Overthinking 
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Ever since Cliff found out Kirk had been clinging close to him at all times. He didn't trust anyone else. The 
world was ignorant. Also, with how perverted Lars had been with girls lately, Kirk would hate to provide more 


‘evidence’ for him that something was up. 


Once again, Kirk had to remind himself he wasn't a girl. But the dysphoria and what he had been told virtually 


his whole life mad it difficult for him sometimes. 

He'd stand in the mirror and stare at himself. He'd stare at his slightly more rounded hips, at the very slight 
bumps of his chest, at his slender fingers, slender throat, rounder face. He'd stare at it all, and he'd feel blank 
at first. Nothing would register. And then, he'd be going to get ready for a shower, and suddenly, after 
removing his briefs, he'd almost break down in tears. 

He felt like a freak. 

But Cliff -- Cliff was always there for him. 

"Hey, bro! | like your shirt!" 


"Kirk, man, did you wanna go watch some gentlemen's films?" 


In his own special way, Cliff Burton was giving Kirk that boost of confidence. Well, not really confidence, but 
making it so he was accepting himself just that tiny bit more. 


Lars and James.. Kirk loved them dearly, but James -- James was brought up differently, and the first thing 
Lars would probably say was, "Wait, you have a pussy instead of a dick?!" 


It made things harder for Kirk 

Cliff, he just.. To Kirk, he just thought Cliff saw things differently. He was understanding, he was kind. He 
sympathised with Dave when James and Lars and him booted him out. Sure, he thought it was a good idea, but 
Cliff told Kirk that later he really thought about it, and felt.. Sorry for the fucker.. A little bit anyway. 


Kirk mulled all these thoughts over as he prepared for the next show. He always got nervous. What if he 


stuffed up a riff? What if something happened? What if --- Oh God.. What if he got his period onstage and he 
wasn't ready? He was due this week, to be honest, and sure, he was all padded the fuck up, but still.. It wasn't 
a nice feeling. Especially, when you knew that every other guy around you wouldn't have to go through what 
you did. Kirk tried to tell himself that he was tougher then all the other guys.. It didn't work. 


"Kirk," A voice called. James. "You ready to go on, buddy?" 
The blonde sat beside his shorter friend and slung an arm around him. 
"Y-Yeah!" Kirk stuttered, wrenched from his thoughtful stupor to talk to James. "| sure fucking am!" 


James grinned, knocking their heads together - but not hard enough for Kirk to wince - before standing up 


agai n. 


"Great. Look, Kirk. You look nervous. You're gonna be great. | just know it" James told the other, smiling in that 


dorky, awkward way that James Hetfield did. 
Kirk smiled back, before abruptly stopping at the feeling if his mismatched teeth grating against eachother. 
He really felt self conscious about that.. 


Did all the girls who wanted to be with him only want to be with him because he was kinda rich now? That's 
what Kirk thought, and he let it infect his whole way of looking at that things. That, and he was scared. Scared 
to be with anyone sexually. Mostly girls. He wanted to. He really fucking did. But God.. What would they say? He 
couldn't satisfy them anyway.. 


As he got up and made his way to the stage, he thought over everything once more, before finally putting one 
calming thought into his head -- growing up completely, 100% male. 


He dreamt of how much happier he would be, and felt tears burn in his eyes. Cliff saw as he too made his 
way to the stage, and he pulled his face into a slight frown, mouthing, ‘it's okay’, towards Kirk. 


They played their set, got cheered, everything, and as they got off stage, Kirk really took the time to think 
about how lucky he was to have Cliff, James and Lars. He honestly loved those guys more then anything else 
in the world, and looking to them as they laughed and joked around, Kirk thought that he whilst he would 
change things about himself, definitely, he would never change his situation, no matter what. No matter how 


stressful it got. He loved them, and whatever happened happened. He wouldn't have it any other way. 


What You Don't Know... 
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"Come on, you gotta tell me who your girlfriend is Kirk!" Lars exclaimed, jumping around and launching off of 


the shoulders of the curly haired guitarist, and Kirk blushed in what Lars assumed was modesty. 


In reality, Kirk didn't have a girlfriend, that much was obvious. All that ‘evidence’ that Lars had found, just 
happened to be the unfortunate fact that Kirk had kept all his sanitary stuff out on the bench in his 
apartment, and in an effort to get rid of the crop top that virtually served no use - as he really had no tits 
at all - he had accidentally dropped it down the hallway with the load of washing, and Lars had found it. 


"For the last time Lars," Kirk sighed in exasperation. "| don't have a girlfriend.” He told the drummer, and Lars 
rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah right, come on Kirk, it's fairly obvious you do. You're always sneaking off, then there's that stuff in your 
apartment, and you never want to fuck other girls. You've got someone already don'tcha Kirky? You don't have 
to hide it from us, you know?" Lars persisted and Kirk hummed passive aggressively. 


"Lars, for the love of God, | don't have a girlfriend My sister Tracy was over, so that's why you found that 
stuff" He told the drummer bitterly, and Lars faltered in his happy-go-lucky ways. Kirk lied, of course. He 
wasn't ready to tell Lars, and they were in the middle of writing Master of Puppets at the moment.. That 


much potential stress.. 


Regarding all the band shit, Kirk couldn't believe what had gone down. Even before Metallica, he'd been rated 
one of the best rock and metal guitarists, but still - he felt as if he had something to prove. His riffing style 
was about speed. He needed to show everyone how good he was, why he was the best, just incase his cover 


was blown. 
Lars frowned, brows knitting together in an offended manner. 


"Well, excuuu-use me." The Dane scoffed, and Kirk curled his lip. "Kirk, what's up with you.. Ever since | met 


you you've been... Just.. | dunno. You've acted differently to other dudes I've met." 
Kirk swallowed thickly. 


"Well, maybe l'm not like other dudes you've met, and you should leave it at that." Kirk exclaimed, voice 


breaking and reverting to back to his somewhat more feminine vocals. 


Lars quirked a brow. 

"Kirk." 

"Lars." 

"Please, if there's something going on.. You gotta tell me. We're - You're my best friend. | tell you everything." 


Kirk closed his eyes tight, turning his head away from Lars before opening them, as if looking away would make 
it easier for him. 


"l-I can't" He told the drummer. 

Lars paused. 

"Why... Why not..2" 

The curly haired one bit his lip hard. 

"B-Because --- l'm just --- I'm not ready okay. I'm not ready. | just can't. | can't tell you. Not yet." Kirk 
gasped, voice wavering, before he took off, running as far away as he could from Lars, and it didn't take him 
long before he bumped into Cliff again. 


Immediately, Kirk wrapped his arms around the bassist, burying his head into his chest. 


"W-Woah... Kirk.. What's wrong..?" Cliff asked, reefing his fingers through Kirk's hair. He found out that was 
something that really soothed the male, so he continued to do it. 


"| just - Lars was pestering me, and l-I know he meant well - But - | can't tell him Cliff. l-I can't. He'll hate me. 
He and James will hate me and think I'm a freak!" 


A slight gasp left the other's throat at Kirk's sudden outburst, and letting his hand leave the shorter of the 
two's hair, he slid it around his shoulder, walking Kirk off with him to find somewhere to sit in the recording 
studio. 


"You've gotta tell them eventually Kirk. It'll really help, | promise." 

Kirk's bottom lip quivered. 

"How would you know what it's like?! How would you Cliff?!" He exclaimed suddenly, and the bassist sat in 
silence, a little taken aback, but letting Kirk go on nonetheless. "You don't know what it's like, to have to wake up 


every morning and stare at a body that you shouldn't have! To have to worry if your chest's gonna be too 
noticeable when you feel the pressure to take your shirt off in front of them, to avoid girls like the plaque 


even though you really want to have a girlfriend, because you know that you'll never be able to ever satisfy 
them, and they're gonna hate you. To have to constantly try and make your voice more masculine, a-and the 
slightest little slip up could give it away. To have all these habits ingrained into you from birth that make it 
harder for you to act the way you know you should've been born to act! 


"Y-Y-You don't know what it's like Cliff! You're not - One little fucking slip up and it's endgame for mel | nearly 
called myself by my birthname the other day! | heard Lars call s-some girl over, named Kristen, and l-I nearly 
walked the fuck over and asked what he wanted! | went home and fucking cried over that. | fucking nearly had 
a p-panic attack because l-l started r-responding to that name after like, so many years of not! | have to just 
- l-l have to live with the fact that I'll never be a boy. l'm a girl. That's it. I get it. Im a fucked up girl who's 
lying to - lying to her friends. So don't you tell me what you think will - will fucking help! Because you don't 
know what I've had to deal with Cliff! My whole fucking life! You don't know!" 

By this time, Kirk was a shaking, crying mess and still, Cliff just sat there. 

Finally, after a bout of silence, the bassist breathed in a voice so quiet, "I'm sorry Kirk" 


Kirk shook his head profusely, body wracked with tremors as he stood there. 


"N-No, don't be sorry Cliff. | know -- | know you meant well.. l-1 overreacted" Kirk stuttered, and Cliff paused, 


running his tongue over his lips to wet them, before going to say something. 

"You're incredibly brave. | admire you." He told the guitarist, and Kirk's eyes widened. 

"l-Im not brave." He mumbled, and Cliff smiled a little. 

"Sure you are.. Bravest guy | ever knew, having to deal with all this virtually on your own. But," he paused. 
"Want to know just how | know it'd be okay and better for you if you told them?" The bassist asked, calmly as 
ever. 

Kirk furrowed his brows. 

"How...2" 


Cliffs smile tugged on his lips. 


"| had a friend. She was a transgirl. She was tryin to fit into a girl band, and she had to always be sneaking 


around too. Not as much as you, but still a fair bit.. Her name was Bernadette." 
Kirk paused. 


"Was'?" He asked softly, and Cliff's smile grew a little sadder. 


"She ---" Cliff thought of a better word then the one lingering in the air. "She passed. She thought her band 
members would think she was ‘disgusting’, and her parents already disowned her. She never tried to tell her 
friends because she was so convinced they would reject her.. At her funeral, | told them myself, as a close 
friend, and they just.. They would've accepted her no matter what. They wished she would've told them." 
Kirk covered his mouth with his hands in shock, tears welling in his eyes. 

“That's -- I-l'm sorry Cliff” 

Cliff sighed. 

"| knew Bernie my whole life. She really was stunning, even before she knew herself she was trans.. There was 
something about her that lit up the whole room, even when she came to school with bruises all over from 
her dad.." 

Kirk bit his lip to control the flux of emotions he felt. 

Cliff smiled again, ever so softly. 


"You and Bernie have similar personalities. | could actually see you two together." He laughed, and Kirk did too. 


"Do you have a picture of her anywhere?" Kirk asked, expecting Cliff to show him one next time he visited the 
bassist's apartment. 


Instead, Cliff pulled out a wallet, passing it to Kirk. 

She was right there, in her pretty pastel blue dress, brown just dried hair hanging past her shoulders. Her 
blue eyes twinkled as the sun caressed her fair skin. A constellation of freckles graced the bridge of her nose. 
Kirk could see every detail 

Her face.. God.. She was smiling so widely, so happily, and she just looked so happy. 

"She's.. She's gorgeous." Kirk mumbled and Cliff nodded. 

"She's always going to have a special place in my heart. After all, she was my best friend." He told Kirk 

"Did you take that picture?" Kirk asked, and Cliff smoothed his fingers through his hair. 

"That | did. We were going to the movies and she'd come out of my apartment after drying her hair from her 
shower. She couldn't dress like this with her parents so she stayed with me all the time. Her and her band 


members, but | was the only one who knew. People seemed to think we were a couple, but they looked down on 


her because she looked so masculine compared to other girls." 


Kirk frowned. 


"If only she knew there were options." Cliff trailed off and Kirk's attention was immediately given. 
"W-What options?" He asked, and Cliff looked at the other in interest. 


"Didn't you know Kirk? There's hormone replacement programs." 


Hungry? 


He raised the glass to his lips, drinking the golden barley liquid and breathing as sigh as he glanced over to the 


curly haired male. 

Since when did Cliff play mother for a boy his age? Since he found out how much Kirk was hurting, that's how. 
Now, Cliff had a trans friend once before, and to Kirk he probably sounded like he knew everything there was 
to know but really, Cliff didn't know that much. He just offered as much kindness and understanding as he 
possibly could He showed Kirk that he was still always going to support him no matter what. 

He was just doing what was right. 

The bassist swallowed the last of his beer and got up, reefing his fingers through his russet coloured hair. 
Rubbing his chin, he dug into his pockets and pulled out a cartridge of cigarettes along with his lighter, sparking 
one up and touching it to his mouth and inhaling the toxicity of the thing. 


He glanced around, eyes resting on James who was trying to write songs with Lars’ input every now and then, 


and Kirk, fiddling around with stuff on his guitar. 


Cliff checked to make sure his bass had no risk of falling from the wall it balanced on, and he moved towards 


the outside door to continue his smoke. 

Just as he was about to, Kirk called his name 

"Cliff" 

The bassist paused 

"Can l-1 come with you?" 

He scrunched his face up. He didn't want Kirk to be dependent on him. 
"Im just -- I'll be back in a second Kirk, | kind of wanna be by myself" 


James and Lars watched curiously, and Cliff rubbed the back of his neck as he noticed Kirk's hurt expression, 


but soon enough it twisted into a smile and Kirk nodded. 
"Okay!" 
Ånd then he went back to playing his guitar. 


Cliff stepped outside into the brisk air of the night, and rested against the brick wall for a time. 


Deciding he wanted a walk instead, the bassist began his stroll up the streets of San Francisco, passing various 
shops on his way. 


"Is that..2" 
"No... It can't be." 


"Shut the fuck up, that's Cliff Burton!" 


He heard all these things as he walked past, but the doubt of the people he walked by prevented them from 
mobbing him, something he was thankful for. 


Cliff thought about everything that had happened. The day he replaced Ron, the old bassist, the day Dave 
Mustaine was ejected from the band, that same day they got Kirk.. He remembered lots of cool things about 
his time with Metallica and God, was he ever so thankful he was there with them. He loved it. Cliff loved every 
minute of his time here with his best friends, he just wished Kirk would be okay. 


Kirk had never been this jumpy, and Cliff assumed that something happened. Did Kirk realise their fame? 
Realise that they were one of the biggest names in metal and so he was scared of everyone finding out? Did 


he have anxiety and it had just gotten really bad lately? Who knew.. 


Cliff tried not to worry about the guitarist so much, but Kirk. He honestly didn't want to see the guy get 
hurt. 


He didn't want another Bernadette. 


Sighing as he veered into a take away shop, Cliff moved to the counter and ordered a large helping of chips, 
enough for about ten people, as well as lots of battered fish, corndogs and a drinks for four. 


As he waited for his food to be ready, he walked further, pulling into a bakery and buying a few biscuits, 


finger buns, cakes. He even got a carton of chocolate milk. 
Sure, he'd just spent a lot of money, but he was in Metallica 


As he walked back to the rehearsal space, bags of food and drinks in his hands, he thought about where the 
band would go next. Master of Puppets was set to be released soon and they would go on their promotional 
world tour. That would be amazing. 


Cliff couldn't wait. 


As he stepped back inside the building his friends resided in as they rehearsed, the smell of the chips 
immediately drew their attention, and they all grinned ear splitting grins. 


"| thought you guys might be hungry." Cliff offered and James, Lars and Kirk hastily scrambled over as Cliff 
sat upon the floor, taking out the parcels of chips and fish and laying them on the ground. 


The bag of bakery goods sat on a chair nearby. No one was touching them yet. 


As they all dug in, laughing and joking, Cliff watched Kirk He looked happier, which was a start. His eyes moved 


to James and Lars, and he smiled. 
He loved these three so much. 
When they finished all the food, Cliff took the bakery bag over to Kirk, sitting it by his feet. 


"| got you your favourites." Cliff mused, and the look of complete and utter adoration on Kirk's face warmed 


the very cockles of Cliffs heart. 


James and Lars were distracted and thrown straight into their song writing, but Kirk had given his full 
attention to Cliff. 


"Thanks man, really." 
Cliff smiled. 
"No problem." 


As he sat with his bass, plucking at it, he glanced over at Kirk who happily munched on the cookies he was 
gifted. He looked like an excitable child to Cliff. It was cute really. 


Sighing as he continued to work out the last set of tabs needed for his melody, Cliff smiled in a sort of 
peaceful bliss. 


He loved these guys more then anything. 


